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have thought of using, 'That we here highly resolve/
No! No! No one!"

The last time I saw Mark Twain was at a luncheon
at Delmonico's, given by one of my friends in honor
of a British army attache. I got there rather early and
my host was worried for fear his guest of honor would
be disappointed in Mr. Clemens. He was getting old
and did not perform readily. I said:

"Will you leave it to me? Ill make him show off;
but you must promise not to be surprised at anything
and to back me up, however foolish I may act."

He promised.

I went to the butler and asked him to see that there
was a man behind Mr. Clemens to refill his glass as
soon as he took a sip. He did not.drink much in those
days, so it was important he must not be given a chance
to refuse. Before the chill of the beginning of the
lunch had passed off, I rose and said to my host:

"I want to tell a story."

Derision from the others: "He talks all the time!"
"Shut up!" They even threw bread at me to keep
me quiet. But I insisted in a silly way, as if I were
drunk, and my host backed me up. Then I began to
tell one of Mr. Clemens's pet stories in such a manner
that no one but he would recognize it. I mixed it all
up and finally missed the point altogether, sitting
down with a fatuous grin.

He couldn't stand it. His face grew red, he bristled
and glared, reached for his cocktail, downed it, and rose.
l'1H"That was a good story," he said, indignantly, "but
he can't tell it. This is the way it should go." And
he told it in his inimitable way. an
